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	1. Chapter 1

**Chapter 1: White**

_"__And Shishiki's Shiroyama (#07) spikes against Emiko and Shishiki wins the set and are champions of the Interhigh Volleyball Competition, Tokyo Prefectures Preliminaries. Congratulations to Shishiki!"_

_"__Did you see Shiroyama's spike from the last tournament?"_

_"__I heard she become the ace spiker of Shishiki."_

_"__Is she the captain of the team?"_

_"__Apparently not. She's only vice. I heard some seniors didn't really like her."_

_"__Bleh! That's cause she totally outshined them."_

_"__I wonder how the team will flair now that she is a third year."_

_"__Do you think she will be my girlfriend is if I propose?"_

_"__You?! Who would date a guy like you."_

_"__Not as if you are really popular either."_

"Shion-chan!" cried Kazumi, from across the corridor. I instantly halted and turned around, stretching out my arms just in time to prevent my captain from bowling into me.

"What the matter, Zumi-chan?" I asked worriedly as she panted and gasped for air.

"Haha," she laughed sheepishly. "I umm, need your help for the first year trials later! Can you come down 10 minutes earlier to help me set up the court? Uh, but if you are busy, I can always find someone else to help. But of course I would really rather you to help me. I mean like no pressure..."

I couldn't help but shake my head and giggle at her nervousness and ramblings. "Zumi-chan relax and stop rambling! Of course I will help you. I'm your vice captain!" I laughed again as she gave a frantic face.

"No! Please don't say that! I mean you are my vice captain. No wait I don't really mean that argh!" cried Kazumi as she threw up her hands in frustration.

"You mean you don't want to set up a hierarchy in our team right?" I chuckled as she face palmed.

"Yes! That's what I meant." She said sheepishly. "Frankly speaking, I don't think I'm really cut out for the role as a captain. You should have been the captain; you play so much better than all of us, " she whispered wistfully.

"Me? The captain?" I laughed at the thought, "Sure I wanted to be the captain initially but honestly come to think about it, I'll be so fierce and mean, I will scare away the entire team."

"You are not fierce and mean!" Protested Kazumi as she grabbed my shoulder and shook me. I chuckled knowing that she was really sincere.

"Yea right, I wonder who was the one that screamed at the year twos during yesterday training for slacking off. Besides the captain does not have to be the best player, the captain is the one who bonds the team and motivates everyone! Don't feel so stressed about it! You will do great I'm sure and I'll support you. Anyways I need to go for my lesson now! See you later Zumi-chan!"

With that, I turned and ran for class in case my teacher was in a bad mood. 

The hall echoed with squeaky sounds of court shoes and the slamming of balls against the wooden floor.

"Jump higher, run faster and be on your toes at all time!" I called out as I supervised the year ones who are currently playing a trial games. Most weren't too shabby, but there was only around two to three outstanding ones that can really make it on the main team.

"You look like you are dying to spike that toss," smirked Chiyo as she dragged a basket of volleyballs past me. I smiled and rolled my eyes at her.

"Well then my dear setter, would you like to toss some balls for me to spike after the trials."

"Why not do it now and frighten all the juniors away?"

"Hey! Don't demonize my spikes!"

"It's the truth darling just accept that! Even our trusty Libero is afraid of it at times, right Aka-chan?" Chiyo grinned at Akane who just did another amazing save. Akane laughed loudly and gave a thumb up at Chiyo, and then proceeded to give me a wink before leaping back into the game.

"Her spikes aren't that hard to block," came an annoyingly familiar voice. _Zaki Momo. _Third year middle blocker who is two inches taller then me. Styles shoulder length black hair and a rather pretty face. A rather nice girl if not for her rotten personality.

I turned around and smiled at her, my mind already swearing at her for spoiling my good mood. "Ah here comes our perfectly capable middle blocker. Since you are that good at blocking spikes, why not you go and help Akane to receive the juniors spikes?"

She scowled angrily, "Don't order me around, _vice captain_," she ended with a slight snarl before whipping around.

"Must you cut her with your sarcasm?" sighed Chiyo as she tossed a ball at Tsukiko, a second year wing spiker.

"She started rubbing me the wrong way," I grumbled as I recieved a stray ball that came into my direction.

"Just ignore her really. She is just unhappy you get all the fame." Sighed Chiyo as she continued to serve the balls in the direction of the training year twos.

"Do you get jealous?"

"No? Ok that's not entirely sincere. Yes I do sometimes but I think you deserve it. That jealousy makes me want to work harder in fact."

"Thanks Chiyo," I smiled at her, knowing I have my best friend to always back me up.

"Kazumi! Is Kazumi-san here?"

"Oh sensei! Yes she is…" I trialed off, trying to spot her. Ah! "There she is, but I think she is busy supervising the year ones. Do you want me to call her over?"

"Ah no it's ok Shiroyama-san, I shall tell you instead. I've liaised with Nekoma High and Fukurodani Academy to hold a joint training camp in a week to prepare for the seasons."

"Oh my god really sensei? What an honour to train with them! Thank you sensei!" I squealed in delight and bowed gratefully. Both schools are famous for their volleyball teams and are one of the best in Tokyo. Though, Nekoma's girls' team didn't do too well the last season as their ace unfortunately came down with a horrid cold.

"Someone's overly excited," teased Chiyo. "I wonder if it's cause she's going to train with a strong team or because she will see the new charming and handsome Nekoma guy's captain?"

"Huh what?" I replied in confusion.

"Really? I won't believe if you said you didn't know that Kuroo-san has become the captain of Nekoma team? I mean you have interacted with him a few times and even during the finals-"

"Yes I know who Kuroo-kun and that he is captain but why would I be excited to see him? And its honestly nothing during the finals or anything afterwards!"

"He was staring at you the whole game and still went up to congratulate you and offered to help you with your bag although you never met him before is nothing?"

"Wait! Hold it there! Firstly, he's Keiji's good friend so Keiji already introduced me. And now we are friends so it is honestly nothing!" I protested.

"But you are blushing now!" smirked Chiyo, knowing that she has gotten me flustered.

"Who will not blush when you are being teased with an exceptionally good looking guy, excuse you?" I exclaimed a little too loudly. Aka-chan turned to look at us and raised a brow. "Really? We are having training here and you are gossiping about hunks?"

"Argh! Wait no we are not! I hate you Chiyo!" I scowled at her who turned away smirking as she walked to Kazumi who is starting the trials debrief. "Love you too Shion-chan!" 

_Keiji, this is all your fault._

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Because Kuroo is such an amazing character and he deserves an equally beautiful and amazing partner. Kuroo will be stealing his well deserved spotlight next:) And if you like KHR (old I know) check out my other fanfic:)**

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei! **


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter 2: Black**

I was hoping for a peaceful day at training since it was the first training of the school term but I was so unfortunately wrong. The moment I stepped into the training hall I was surrounded by a group of first year girls waving love letters in my face. Ok maybe not really my face because most of them cannot reach it.

"Oh my gosh I'm so sorry Kuroo-san!" squeaked a voice. I looked up to see the girls' captain Wantanabe-san running towards me. "All the volleyball applicants please go to that side of the court now! The rest get out of here please! Yaku! A little help here!"

"It's ok! Wantanabe-san, I should be the one apologizing," I smiled, internally cursing at these obsessive girls as I untangled myself from them.

"Third years and second years start your warm ups! First years, go over to Nobuyuki-san over there. Yamamoto stop swooning over the girls its disturbing." I snapped as I walked past Kenma, ruffling his hair before proceeding to stretch. Facing away from the entire court, I could finally break into my smile. Yes I was in a pleasant mood ever since our teacher-in-charge informed of me of the joint training camp with Fukurodani and Shishiki. I get to train with my two bros, Bokuto and Akaashi again, but knowing that I can see a certain girl from Shishiki again set my heart leaping with joy again.

It was at last year's interhigh tournament.

_"__And why am I here again?" I scowled as I settled down beside Bokuto who was excitedly bouncing on his seat. I probably asked it a million of times and known the answer already but I still don't get why I'm being dragged to a girl's volleyball game. Seriously._

_"__AKAASHI'S NEIGHBOUR IS PLAYING AND SHE IS PRETTY AND SHE CAN PLAY VERY WELL AND VOLLEYBALL MATCHES HAVE AWESOME ATMOSPHERE SO WHY NOT! IT IS GOING BE SO FUN!" screeched Bokuto as I leant away and covered my ears from his booming voice and rambunctious hand waving. Akaashi sighed for the twentith time as he calmly dragged the drama king back into his seat and kindly asked him to behave and not hit on his neighbour._

_I sighed back in defeat and tried to look out for the so called female volleyball superstar. I've heard her name a few times around but I've never seen her play before. More like I'm honestly not very interested._

_"__Rina! Over here!" Screamed this girl on the court. _

_"__THAT'S SHIROYAMA-CHAN!" yelled Bokuto, nearly leaping out of his seat but was quickly restrained by Akaashi. People around us briefly whipped their heads to stare at us then swiftly looked back at the game. My eyes travelled across the court until I found the one with a large gold seven. There she was at the left end of the court dashing towards the net as the setter set the ball in her direction. With timing so precise and leap so powerful, she soared a good height above the ground and spiked the ball flawlessly across the net. Like a lioness on the kill, the prey didn't stand a single chance. Cheers thundered across the stand as she high fived with the setter before getting back into position. I suddenly found myself absorbed in the game, absorbed in her powerful, precise moves._

_"__Go Shiroyama!" screamed the crowd of Shishiki students. "KILL THEM ALL SHIROYAMA-CHAN!" howled Bokuto, now standing in his seat. Even Akaashi is out of his quiet demeanor._

_"__Go Shion-chan!" he yelled enthusiastically, waving a mini banner apparently claimed to be made by Bokuto and him. Honestly, I believe Akaashi did everything and Bokuto did nothing. As usual._

_ "__Shiroyama," I muttered her name under my breath. Even if it may hurt my ego, I started to admit that I am actually enjoying the match and she is indeed as impressive as others claimed her to be._

_It was match point and without even the slightest hesitation, she performed her killer spike which accurately hit the back corner of the court, the opposing team's libero skidding across the floor, a fraction of a second too late. Her team was crowned champions. Without the slightest hesitation, I found myself giving a standing ovation for this impressive girl. And her team._

_"__Ah! Shiroyama-san congratulations on winning champions!"_

_"__You are the best player on court!"_

_"__Please accept these flowers Shiroyama-san! You are amazing."_

_A huge group of fans guys and girls crowded around the slim volleyball player, waving bouquets of flowers and gifts, screaming out praises, hoping to get a chance to talk to the volleyball superstar._

_"__Ah thank you thank you!" she laughed nervously, trying to weave her way through the crowd. As soon as she spotted us she quickly excused herself, bowing in short apologies and hurriedly walked towards us. "Keiji! You came!" she squealed happily as she threw her arms around the shorter black hair setter. Her long wet hair from after bath slapped into Akaashi's face and he flinched back in surprise. She quickly pulled away and muttered an apology sheepishly._

_"__SHIROYAMA-CHAN! WHAT ABOUT MEEEEE!" exclaimed Bokuto, as he tried to give Shiroyama a hug, only to hug himself as she skillfully dodged his attack._

_"__Can you please stop trying to harass my neighbour," sighed Akaashi as Shiroyama ducked behind him to escape another of Bokuto's failed and fruitless attempts. Then she saw me and instantly stood up slightly straighter. "Are you-" she started but was automatically interrupted by Bokuto. Again. Typical of him._

_"__This is Kuroo! He is from Nekoma high, he is Akaashi's and my good friend. He is also a volleyball player and plays as the middle blocker!" I couldn't hold back my laughter as I see her fair face scrunch in annoyance as Bokuto nearly screamed her eardrums off. Akaashi could only drag the overly excited kid away from his poor neighbour again._

_"__Hi Kuroo-san!" she smiled cheerily as she stretched out her hand to shake mine. Her slender fingers gently grabbed my hand, her soft smooth skin like silk against my rougher calloused palm. "Hey Shiroyama-san, nice to meet you." I replied, showing my most charming smile I can pull off without looking creepy. Lest I get scolded by Akaashi for hitting on his neighbour._

_"__Akaashi I need to go to the toilet! Follow me!" whined Bokuto as he instantly dragged Akaashi away. Shiroyama looked as if she wanted to protest but changed her mind. "I'll wait for you at the exit!" she called out after poor Akaashi. Now this is going to be awkward. _

_"__Umm," she started shyly, as she stared up at me. "Shall we go to the exit and wait for them?" I could only dumbly nod back. She is really pretty as what Bokuto had said. She picked up her volleyball bag and stood up only to topple forward._

_"__Careful!"I exclaimed in shock as I stretched out my arms to catch her. Her slender but muscular frame collided against my chest and her bag whipped dangerously towards my shin. "Are you ok?" _

_"__Ah sorry! I'm fine! Did I hurt you?" she gasped in embarrassment as she gripped my arm for support._

_"__Nah, I'm ok! Do you need help with the bag?" I offered, shifting the bag off her shoulder and onto mine without waiting for her consent._

_"__Ah! You don't have to, I can manage it and -" she blushed furiously as she tried to coax me to return her bag._

_"__And Akaashi might think I'm hitting on you? Don't worry I won't cause I still treasure me life. Anyways let me be a gentleman," I smirked as she rolled her eyes and snorted, which barely hid her stifled laugh as she followed me to the exit. Letting me tease her on the first encounter without getting mad, she is certainly an amazing and interesting girl._

"KUROO YOU STUPID TRASH!" screamed Yamamoto angrily and I found a ball being hurled in my direction. With insane quick reflexes, I blocked it and sent it back.

"What?" I glowered irritably. Not only has that idiot called me a trash, he also snapped me out of my little fantasy.

"STOP GRINNING LIKE A STUPID IDIOT AND HELP US SET UP. WHAT THE HECK ARE YOU EVEN GRINNING FOR?"

I smirked, totally ready for a come back. "I'm thinking how all the girls from Shishiki would be all swooning over me and there's none left for you." I replied smugly, my expectation came to reality as I witness Yamamoto bursting in rage.

"HELL NO! I WILL MAKE ALL THE GIRLS FALL FOR ME. MY HAIR IS SO STYLISH UNLIKE YOUR BEDHAIR!" An irk mark instantly appeared on my forehead when he mentioned my bedhair. Have I mentioned my horrid bedhair? I've tried all ways to remove it but to no avail. I have unfortunately a bad habit of sleeping that caused this permanent bedhair. But that's beside the point for now.

"Nice try Yamamoto, but at least my bedhair attracts much more girls than your self-proclaimed stylish hair," I snickered as I put my hand on his face and shoved him back playfully. "And you are too loud." Yaku laughed and snorted in agreement, refusing to be involved in this trivial squabble. I ignored the rest of his senseless gibberish.

[Time skip one week]

I walked towards the gym, my gym bag slung over my left shoulder, one hand holding a bottle of Pocari sweat, the other in my hair, trying to comb down my usual untamable, disobedient bedhair. Training was in half an hour time so I took my time to stroll to the gym. My brain was so preoccupied with administration matters, I nearly failed to notice a group of guys crowding around someone not far from the gym. _Nearly._

"Hey babe, wanna hang out with us? It's after school I'm sure you have time!"

"Aww come on don't be shy, we won't hurt."

"If you don't want to go out you can come watch our basketball practice."

I scoffed. Shameless basketball dudes. I could only pity the victim as they cat called and wooed her. Everyone knows not to mess with basketball dudes, anyways they are harmless (most of the time). But to be honest, she was putting up a pretty good fight since there was a tinge of impatience in the leader of the group. I nearly veered away when I caught the sight of the shirt the victim was wearing.

_You must be joking to mess with one of the volleyball players of Shishiki. _I thought angrily as I changed course and walked up to them. Basketball player or not, tall or not (I'm not THAT short either); no way are they going to tarnish our reputation. And that's an exchange student for heaven's sake, you don't flirt and traumatize exchange students like this.

I was just a meter away when I heard a familiar voice.

"Get your filthy hands off me," she snapped, as she shoved the hand away forcefully, only to get grabbed by another.

My eyes widen as I recognized Shiroyama. I barged my way between two of the guys and gently but forcefully reached out for Shiroyama's arm and dragged her out of the group, pulling her safely behind me. "Kuroo-kun?" She exclaimed, looking surprised.

"If you don't mind, this girl has a volleyball training to attend." I said smugly to them, a wide grin plastered on my face as I saw some of the guys scowled.

"Ah if it isn't the volleyball captain, stealing all the babes again," sneered the basketball captain. I scoffed in reply.

"Ohoho, but I didn't even have to get physical to get them," I smirked. I knew I won the game when his eyes flared up in anger and he clenched his fist. Turning around, he stalked off with his gang following close behind.

"I sort of could have handled that," she said, half embarrassed, half bashful. "But still thanks, your timing is impeccable." She smiled rubbing her slightly sore arm.

"Are you ok? Not hurt are you?" I frowned, gesturing to her arm that was throbbing pink. She shook her head, "I'm ok! I have sensitive skin that turn pink easily so I tend to get this a lot," she laughed sheepishly as I quirked an eyebrow.

"You're positive it's nothing serious? I can report those guys to the teacher or confront them per-" But I was instantly cut off as she shook her head and waved her hands semi-hysterically. "Really Kuroo-kun, I'm perfectly fine! You really don't have to do that." And then she stopped as she realised I was just smirking stupidly at her. In other words, I was simply teasing her again. Her bashful pink cheeks instantly drained as her face morphed into an unamused look. I couldn't help but snort in amusement. Her face was just so adorable and I would have wanted to pull her soft cheeks.

"Really? After nearly a year and you still find teasing me or hitting on me interesting? I thought you value-"

"Woah woah woah! Who says I'm hitting on you. I was semi serious about telling the teacher until your face turned bright pink. You should really see your face," a laughter got stuck in my throat as I covered my mouth in amusement.

I stifled my giggle as I sensed I might have teased her a little too much, but to my surprise, she retaliated by attempting kick me, which I instantly leapt away from her.

"What happens if I do tell Keiji-kun," She grinned as she leaned slightly onto her left leg. Whether she is doing it on purpose or unintentionally, she really had to stop this sort of action that emphasizes her toned and sleek body shape. It is way too much for a guy to bear.

"Ohoho, I'll tell him you are lying. Anyways, what are you doing here alone? Where are your teammates? Where's Akaashi?"

"Oh, well, about that. I sort of intend to go to the gym first to practice a little before official training. I would be there now if not for those idiots. And Keiji got dragged off by Bokuto. As usual." She sighed dramatically and I could only give her a knowing and empathetic nod.

"Well if that's the case Shiroyama-chan, shall I escort you to the gym? In case you accidentally bring all the sports guys to the yard, by then I will really call the teacher and get Akaashi to hit them." I gave her a toothy smile but instantly jumped back as she aimed a slap at my back.

"Enough talking and more walking," she rolled her eyes as she walked towards the gym, ignoring my smug grin.

"Ok ok! I'm kidding. Trying to be a nice host ok?," I laughed as she deliberately ignored my remark.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Kuroo is love. Bokuto is a joke. Don't hit on Akaashi's neighbour. And Thank you for the review, favourite and ****follow!:') **

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter 3: Gray**

Practice was noisier than usual, especially when the numbers have tripled. Nekoma and Fukurodani have lived up to their reputation and it was a really enjoyable time playing with them. Sounds of quick footsteps echoed across the hall as the year twos from both teams as they did three rounds as a form of punishment for losing each friendly match against the year threes. Loud smacking could be heard as the year ones did some clumsy receives and wobbly spikes. The only voices that were heard would be from the year threes, shouting out directions, orders and warning to the juniors. In short, I would say the first training was going rather well with nearly little hiccups so far, except for the year ones who apparently bicker over the tiniest things.

"Hey! Grab another ball and don't fight over one! There plenty over here," I snapped as I tossed a ball at the two squabbling year ones. Seriously, both of them are good players, but they honestly don't have to fight with each other to show their superiority.

"Someone is snappy again," teased Chiyo as she gently shoved me in amusement.

And irk mark formed on my head as I glowed at both of them for their immaturity. They meekly broke up and took a ball each and went in separate directions to practice. "Honestly, I don't know how to put up with their childishness."

"That's cause you are such a mama," chirped Chiyo as she set me a ball. On pure instinct, I dipped my legs, my calves flexing as I leapt into the air as I swung my right hand. With enough experience, my palm connected the ball at its peak height, slamming it down towards the cold hard court.

"Shion-chan, please spare the floor," teased Akane as she briefly bowed and quickly leapt away as I stuck out my foot to give her a small kick. "Can both of you stop ganging up one me" I pouted as quickly received a stray ball that happened to fly in my direction.

"I'm so sorry," cried this year one Nekoma player as she came running for her ball. She quickly picked up the ball before bowing a few times frantically and scurried away, seemingly in fright.

"It's ok," I called out to her disappearing form as she ran behind the court adjacent to mine. I sighed; I must have just traumatized another junior.

"Do I honestly seem so scary?" I sighed as I turned to Chiyo and Akane who were smirking at me. A "I told you so" look plastered on their face as they broke into giggles as I gave them my trademark unamsued look. Honestly I don't see how a semi annoyed, semi done for look can be hilarious but apparently many people think so. Groaning in defeat I turned around about to pick a ball when Kazumi called out to us, saying that we were going to start a friendly match. _The first game of the year it is,_ I thought as I stretched out my arms in front of me, loosening the impatient muscles that are all ready for a real game. We got into our positions, Chiyo as the setter, Tsukiko as the right wing spiker, Momo and Kazumi as the middle blockers and Aimi and I as the left wing spiker.

As the whistle blew, squeaks echoed in the hall as we leapt onto our toes for greater mobility. Chiyo started the match with a jump serve, throwing the ball expertly with a hand before leaping forward to spike the ball over the net in a neat arc. The libero of Nekoma dived in for a clean save, effectively bringing the ball to the setter. The ball was then tossed over to the right spiker and she smacked the ball over the net, nearly evading Aimi and Momo's block. The ball touched the tip of Momo's fingers, losing speed and falling fairly easily into Kazumi's receiving arms before sending to it back to Chiyo.

I scrambled to the left side of the court as Chiyo sent the ball in my direction. Double jumping, the middle blockers from the opposing team leapt a little too early as I arched back and slammed the ball across the net into the unmarked space at the centre of the court. The libero skidded across the floor, her fingers nearly coming between the ball and floor. The ball came into contact with the ground with a soft thud and the whistle blew as our side gains the first point.

The second serve proceeded with another round of rally, with Nekoma gaining the point. With almost equal strength between the two teams, it was a game that involved a lot of rubbing shoulders and match points. The game became tough when we passed the match points.

_Thump_. The ball flew wildly back into the middle of the court as I skidded across the ground after that messy receive. I could feel my skin burning as I leapt back to my feet, my thighs and forearms were seared red but I could barely care. All I could hear and feel around me was the sound of my heart, the screeches of court shoes and the disorganized shouting from both teams.

"Umph!" growled Akane as she received the ball from a powerful spike, the ball haphazardly flying across the court. "Sorry! Chiyo cover it!"

"Right!"

I found myself running towards the net, the ball soaring towards my direction. _Where should I spike it? I_ thought as I leapt into the air. I glanced around for a split second but this time there weren't any unmarked spaces for me to hit a clean spike to end the match. That moment of hesitation faded as I opted for the most effortless but effective way. A dump. I tipped the ball slightly behind the middle blockers who came up in front of me. In a split second, the ball hit the ground and the final whistle blew. The first set ended and belonged to us. Cheers erupted from the juniors as we shook hands with other team.

"Shiroyama-san! I'm really amazed by your skills! I'm really looking forward to learn from you!" gasped Nekoma's Libero, Kana as she shook my hand excitedly.

"You are pretty good yourself Kana-san!" I smiled in delight as she continued to bombard me with questions.

"You really live up to what the magazines write about you! Your spike timings are really precise and the accuracy is insane. How do you manage to hit the ball just at the corner? I have been a fan since we were year one but I never really got to talk to you before."

"Oh gosh please don't say that! You are really good to! Your saves are amazing, I'm really impressed how you dive for the ball and can instantly recover within mere seconds."

"If you guys don't mind, leave the conversation for later, we have a training to attend to, vice captain," snickered Momo as she walked past me and bumped against my shoulder. I sent her a glare before sheepishly apologizing to Kana.

"No no! I'm sorry I'm the one who started the conversation! Hope to talk to you later, Shiroyama-chan!" giggled Kana as she ran off, stopping midway to receive a stray ball from a year one before running towards her captain.

"Stupid Momo," I gritted my teeth and walked towards Chiyo who was waiting for me. We spent a good few minutes tossing and receiving before working on her toss and my spikes. A burst of adrenaline coursed through my veins as I rushed forward to meet the ball. Arching my back I aimed for a clean spike when a pair of hands emerged in front of me followed by a familiar smug face. Kuroo. Like a tiger, he extended his hands above the net, his outstretched arms effectively blocking the ball. The ball landed with a dull thud as my feet contacted with the ground again.

My mouth gaped open in shock from the surprise defend, unable to react and comprehend the situation. In front of me, he just smirked in amusement as he placed his hands on his hips and look back at me.

"Omg that was some awesome defence," gasped Chiyo as she walked to my side, "seems like you mesmerized someone." Grinned Chiyo slyly as she nudged me.

"Wait what no." I stuttered, "I'm just- I mean I'm shocked and surprised and uh yea. I'm surprised." I mentally slapped myself as both of them laughed at me.

"You looked like you had never seen a middle blocker defend your spike before, Shiroyama-chan." Teased Kuroo as he ducked under the net and crossed over to the other side. His hair was sleeked with sweat as he combed his spiky mess of hair, only to have it spring back into the same mess as before.

And irk mark appeared on my forehead as I got ready to retort, "Well that's quite true since everyone is afraid of her spike," Chiyo interrupted, making my brow twitch in annoyance.

"Seriously Chiyo must you always say that? And no, I've seen many middle blockers in my life." I said glowering at Kuroo as I placed my hands on my hip.

"Then I'm the first to mesmerize you then?" he commented without a single hint of embarrassment.

"You-" I started as I pointed my index finger in an accusing manner, only to be intercepted by his index finger.

"Eh you are blushing now," he chuckled as I scrunched up my face, my eyes reducing to slits as I glared at him. "How cute."

"I'm not! You are so shameless," I exclaimed indignantly, fighting the blush that was really creeping up my face now.

"Ah, there's a difference being shameless and pointing out the truth. What's with the pink shade on your face then?"

My first instinct was to touch my face, which turned out to be a really bad move as I got caught in his trap. I silently cursed myself again as he laughed at my bashful actions.

"Argh! I give up I'm going to train. Bye," I started to turn only to have someone running right in front of me.

"SHIROYAMA-CHAN! TRAIN WITH US!" shriek Bokuto as he charged right into my face. My ears went deaf for a few seconds followed by a minute of hazy buzzing in my ears. Behind me, Kuroo laughed as I scowled at the boisterous owl head. I was ready to shove mr overly-enthusiast out of my face when I spot a familiar sight walking towards us.

"Keiji!" I called out enthusiastically as I expertly evade Bokuto and rushed over to talk to my neighbour. He was right beside Kenma, both walking in mutual silence.

"Hey aneki, what are you doing?" greeted Keiji rather reservedly unlike his two good friends.

"Supposedly training but those two interrupted," I glowered at the grey owl head and black rooster head. "They insist on training with me."

"That's okay isn't it?" replied Keiji, cocking his head towards the side like an owl, "after all its past official training hours and the coaches are paying more attention to the juniors now."

"EXACTLY! SO YOU CAN TRAIN WITH US!" Bokuto declared puffing out his chest proudly as Kuroo walked over and ruffled Kenma's head.

"I wouldn't want to train with you," I pointedly told the grey hair wing spiker.

"Well, don't you want to train with someone much taller and stronger and you can learn from one of the top five national spiker and the one who can block his spikes?" grinned Kuroo as he spun a ball between his palms.

Now this sounds deliciously tempting. "And why would you help me when I'm on the opposing team?" I eyed him suspiciously. Bokuto stared blankly in shock while Keiji stifled a laugh, finding his neighbour amusingly funny. Kuroo on the other hand seemed to have prepared his script. Dropping the ball dramatically, he feigned hurt as he exclaimed about how this joint training was about learning and sharing with one another and not be selfish with our techniques. This guy has either a gift for talking and teasing or he is simply a drama queen stuck in the wrong club.

"I'm training with Chiyo already, right Chiyo?" I came out with the lamest excuse and smiled smugly at him before turning to find Chiyo. Or I should say where I thought Chiyo was because what was left was a glaringly empty spot. Great she ran off to join Akane amidst my bicker with the guys. I reluctantly turned back to greet his smug face with the invisible words "I won" written in clear prints. I really want to crush his face and wipe that stupid grin of his unforgiving handsome face.

"OHO! WE WON!" He grinned excitedly turning to a semi-confused Bokuto and raised his hands for a high five. Regardless whether Bokuto knew what happened in the last minute, he still reciprocate the high five enthusiastically. I was instantly dragged onto the court by the middle blocker and wing spiker, Keiji stood there looking very done with their actions, but still sighed and joined us. Kenma on the other hand walked off saying that he had to check his phone, Kuroo gave him a nod telling him that he will be done in an hour.

To say I didn't enjoy that practice was an entire lie, I learnt so much in just an hour. I've seen Keiji's steady toss since I was twelve and can easily spike his tosses. Bokuto's spikes were not unfamiliar either, his power is amazing, in the spur of the moment, all his ridiculous and boisterous enthusiasm is channeled into his spike, the ball blazing a trail though the air like a fireball, nearly unstoppable. What amazed me the most was Kuroo's blocking skills. His stats do no justice to his skills. Not only is he a solid receiver, his open spikes are effective despite not being as powerful as Bokuto's. But the most impressive is his flexibility and his threatening block. With his height and outstretched arms, he is capable of blocking Bokuto's spikes, frequent enough to make the wing spiker howl and yell in frustration. The latter of course kept it down when Keiji refused to toss the ball to him if he continued his childish antics.

Training ended at around seven when the keeper came in to lock up the hall, with nearly hundred pairs of hands available, clearing the hall was a simple task that lasted only 10minutes. I grabbed my bag and followed my team out, throwing my arms around Chiyo and Akane as I chatted with them till we reach the school gate before waving goodbye to find Keiji and head home together. If only it was the two of us.

"Shiroyama-chan we are following Keiji and you back!"

I sighed in defeat too tired to evade Bokuto's hug as he grabbed my shoulder and Keiji's and crushed us against himself. He has no sense of personal space. Kuroo on the other hand walked behind us with Kenma making sure the younger setter don't walk into a lamp post while looking at his phone. The party of five lessened to two as we got off the train, Keiji and I walking in silence till we were outside my house. Saying our goodbyes, he patiently waited outside my gate to make sure I was safely in the house before going back to his. Age sometimes does not determine maturity. Keiji and Bokuto are perfectly excellent examples.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Keiji has a lot of bothersome friends to deal with. So does Shion. Hope you enjoy and please review, favourite or follow if you have enjoyed the story thus far or if you have any suggestions:)**

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei!**


	4. Chapter 4

**Chapter 4: Blank**

Training camp came to an end with Interhigh preliminaries starting in a month. Lots have been gained in that one week, and friendships are forged even stronger with the constant harassment of Bokuto and Kuroo. As much as I hated to admit, the two made training much livelier and were wonderful advisors when it comes to spiking and evading blocks. However, the tough times truly start now, with every school stepping up their practices, training more vigorously than ever for the coming matches. Training which usually ends at five now ends at seven, with most of our energy already drained and muscles aching from all the rapid and repeated exercises.

Today is not an exception, training ended at seven and by the time we warmed down and kept the hall, my legs and arms could barely hold myself up, let alone carry my bag. I dragged myself into the train station and waited at the Yamanote line for the train to arrive, my eyes gazing blankly at the empty track. Even when the train arrived, I was still had dazed as I stepped into the train, only to snap out when I realised a guy in red was staring at me. I was about to glare at him for shamelessly staring only to suddenly realise who it was.

"Shiroyama-chan?" The tall black hair guy in red jersey stared at me with surprise that rivals my shock to see him there.

"Kuroo-kun? What are you doing here?" I gasped dumbly as shuffled in towards his direction, the train filling up rapidly as the doors threaten to shut. It was a rather stupid question of course, he is definitely going home.

"Uh home?" he said in a somewhat innocent tone, yet it mocked my intelligence. I nodded knowingly, looking away. Awkward silence filled the small space between us as the train sped down the track.

"Where's Kenma?" I asked, making the taller volleyballer look up from his phone.

"Oh he went back first, I had to stay back to settle administration matters so I told him to go home to avoid this," he scowled indicating to the apparent crowded train. I wasn't too sure if I was too tired but I found myself helplessly gazing at the rather handsome middle blocker, and the thought of how his scowl makes him look mature and reliable crossed my mind for the first time. The contact broke when I felt hand brushed my back and dangerously near my rear. I flinched and tried to turn to see who it was but the space I was given left me stuck in position. Before I could react, another hand wrapped around my shoulder, pulling me away from my tight spot. I looked up to find Kuroo looking nonchalantly at another school guy who was standing beside the spot I was a few second ago. Picking up his bag from between his legs, he slung it on his left shoulder, effectively forming a barrier between us and the presumptuous high schooler.

As train pulled into the station, I slung my bag and turned my head to face the Nekoma volleyballer to say a farewell, but he leant forward first and told me he would send me back in hushed tones. Before I could react, he lightly shoved me out of the train together with the crowd onto the platform.

"Wait Kuroo-kun! Your stop is the following one, you don't have to send me back!" I protested as I weaved through the crowd trying to keep up with the tall middle blocker who cuts through the crowd easily with his height and broadness. Pausing momentarily to let me up the escalator first, he grinned as he stood behind me.

"Aren't you going to thank me first for just now?" he smirked as my face flushed red in embarrassment.

"Ah! Thank you sorry I forgot to say that," I stuttered but was broke off by his laugh.

"Nah it's fine, I was just joking. Anyways, Akaashi would do the same won't he?"

"But you don't have to send me back!"

He waved away my protest and continued to walk towards the exit. Right he knows where Keiji stays.

"Hey! Don't ignore me!" I rushed forward to catch up and lightly punched him in the arm.

"I'm not ignoring you I just don't want to quarrel with you over such trivial matters ok? And its not safe to let a girl wander around the streets in the dark, especially a worn out and half dazed girl who did not even realise she was staring at an incredibly handsome guy longer than a comfortable period of time." He smiled smugly in my face, as he bent down to my height so he was face to face with me.

"Who won't stare at an irresistibly handsome guy for a period longer than what's legal if she gets the chance?" I smiled back, catching him off guard. As much as there was a minute of triumph pulsing through my body for a minute for being able to leave the cocky guy dumbfounded, it faded the instant he broke into a wide grin.

"Oh! So you admit I'm irresistibly handsome? Oh dear, what would Akaashi say when he learns that his neighbour is the one hitting on me now?" He grinned slyly as he skipped around me like a playful kid.

My first urge was to punch his face and wipe that dumb grin off and the urge turned into action, however I missed as he dodged quickly, snickering.

"I'm not hitting on you, I really want to hit you though." I snapped will an evil grin as I chased him down the street. He burst out laughing and broke into a sprint, slow enough to make sure I was able to follow but irritatingly fast enough that he was just a few inches out of my arm reach.

After a minute of chasing, my legs surrendered and I halted panting hard as I bent over to catch my breath. He jogged back and laughed at me, only to jump back to evade my swinging arm.

"Hey are you ok?" He chuckled as he squat down to see if I was alright.

"No I'm not," I replied grimly as wobbled on my feet before standing, with him following suit. "So help me carry my bag," I suddenly broke into a grin as I held out my bag at him.

His serious face snapped into a rather done face, rolling his eyes as took my bag begrudgingly and slung it over is other shoulder. And started to walk in silence.

"Thank you gentleman," I giggled as I patted his back and skipped beside him.

"Whatever my lady, your prince charming will do it for you." he grinned as he straightened himself, shifting the bags slightly.

"Charming my foot," I giggled as we turned into my neighbourhood.

"Thank you for today Kuroo-kun," I smiled as I opened my gate and walked in.

"No problem, see you soon Shiroyama-chan," he smiled. That killer smile again. My heart somewhat lurch a little as I gave a quick wave before disappearing up the steps to open the front door. As I entered the living room, the smell of dinner filled my empty gut, making my stomach growl in hunger as I threw my bag on the ground.

"Welcome back Nee-san," chorused my younger siblings as they enthusiastically called me over to the table.

"Hello little ones how's your day? Hi mum," I greeted as I gave light peck on her cheek before settling at my seat.

"I learnt-" started the three but that was the only words I caught as they started garbling over what they did. I laughed as I told Sou to finish his food before he talks. Seiko on the other hand enthusiastically chatted about her day at junior high, leaving the youngest Setsuna pouting because she didn't get a chance to talk about her elementary class.

"Oh, Shion-chan the guy that sent you back isn't Keiji-kun right?" my mum asked as she picked up some beans and placed it into Setsuna. I froze despite having not done anything guilty. But the thought of having Kuroo send me home prickles me. Waking up from shock I found four pairs of eyes looking at me.

"Uhh no it wasn't," I started sheepishly, "He is Kuroo. Keiji, Bokuto and my friend from Nekoma high, we met on the train and he offered to send me home," I said rather sheepishly. I acted calm and collect on the outside but I do not understand why my insides felt like they are twisting like a party balloon.

"Ehhh he's not Keiji-kun," asked my little siblings as they looked up at me innocently. This conversation was getting overly awkward as I tried to explain everything that happened. Matters complicated when my mother exclaimed upon hearing the story.

"What a gentleman, invite him over someday ok, Shion! We should properly thank him!" My mind instantly went blank and I could only nod dumbly. _What have I gotten myself into?_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Kuroo is gentleman. I have to insist! Hope you enjoy and please review, favourite or follow if you have enjoyed the story thus far or if you have any suggestions:)**

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei!**


	5. Chapter 5

**Chapter 5: Oreo**

"Zaki-san, I'm disappointed in your recent test scores. You will need to stay back for supplementary classes."

"But I have volleyball training," protested Momo but was promptly interrupted as Aki-sensei continued. "Volleyball is not an excuse Zaki-san. Shiroyama-san has volleyball too but she constantly scored As and Bs for the recent tests. I believe that you should bear the responsibility for not doing well by at least going for supplementary classes and pull up your grades by the upcoming examinations in two weeks."

Momo nodded her head reluctantly, scowling as she kicked my table while walking back to her seat. Despite being enemies with her, I felt sorry for her. After all she use to be the top in the class till volleyball training stepped up.

"Hey Momo," I called as I followed her out of class the moment we were dismissed. She stopped and turned around, frowning. "What do you want?"

"Umm… Don't worry about volleyball, I will make sure that coach keeps you in the main team. Just focus on getting your grades up for now and quickly come back to training."

She looked shock for a second but it faded nearly instantly as she glared at me. "I don't need your help _volleyball VICE-captain_. After all, you only need your pretty face to suck up to all the guys and teachers to get your positions, while the rest of us fight for our positions with blood, sweat and tears."

She left me in the corridors among people whispering about us, stung, hurt and upset. Although I rarely regard Momo's words, that actually did stung me. Did everyone really think of me that way?

Lessons presumed after lunch break, with more homework being assigned to us. Calculus, History, Literature, Chemistry, Physics, it would require a week to complete everything. It did not improve my horrid mood, not at all, in fact I was probably as gloomy as a storm cloud if you allow me to use an analogy. With Momo's hurtful comments, the list of homework running through my head and a headache, my life really could not get any worse. Letting out a irritated sigh of exasperation, I stood up from my table and straighten my vest, smoothening the creases on my skirt as I walked out of the class. All I could think of was to get home quickly and forget about this terrible day.

I couldn't be more wrong about my day being bad enough.

Just as I exited the gate a whole hoard of girls were crowding outside this tall guy from another school. The sound of their squeals simply repelled me from their area and I glowered as a girl pushed past me to join the crowd. It was only when I was near enough when I recognised the centre of attraction. _What is that idiot doing here?_

"KUROO-SAN~ Can I have a picture with you?" "I didn't know you are coming but you can have this chocolate I bought just now!"

My head instantly turned towards the crowd as I witness the charming volleyball captain being surrounded by a group of girls. I took me longer to recognise him in his school uniform rather than his usual red jersey. If was in a good mood, I would care to say that he looks smart in his black vest and red tie. But I wasn't, especially when he smiling to them and entertaining them by answering some of their questions. I would be lying to myself if I said I was not jealous and at that instant I lost my temper and abruptly stormed off in the opposite direction. If only I hadn't let my rage get the best of me, my aura wouldn't have attracted that certain middle blocker.

"Shiroyama-chan!" he called. I could feel my vein pop in irritation at the sound of my name, however I remain calm and turned around to see him. To my amusement and the girls disappointment, he refused their chocolates and excused himself. Walking towards me, I could only wonder why he was so popular that even girls from my school would know him. Then again they could ask me the same question.

"What do you want?" I sighed rubbing my temples as he walked casually towards me. Some persistent girls followed him but stood a distant from us. He towered over me by a good 7inches making him look intimidating despite his smug grin on his face.

"Must you always be so snappy? I just wanted to see you and walk you home," he announced rather shamelessly, earning gasps from the students walking past us and whines from his disappointed fangirls as they hesitantly walk away. For a moment I felt happy at the sound of those disappointed girls, but that moment did not last long as I remember Momo's words, _you only need your pretty face to suck up to all the guys…_

"I'm not in the mood to entertain you, go find your fangirls," I scowled irritably walking away, only to find his arm draped over my shoulder within seconds.

"Aww, is someone jealous?" he teased as he leant closer to me, only to find his arm being cleanly swept off my shoulder.

"If you want to find someone to flirt go elsewhere," I answered curtly as I glared at him before stalking off.

"Shiroyama! Wait! Hey!" He called as he grabbed my arm and pulled me back. "Sorry, I only wanted to cheer you up, Akaashi said that you have been stress recently so I thought I pop by to see if you are alright. I'm really sorry about my teasings, I guess it is not the right time and I probably crossed the line."

_He came to see if I was alright?_ I thought inwardly as a sweet feeling bubbled in my gut. I suddenly felt dizzily happy at the thought of him coming over to see me to cheer me up. And then guilty that I had snapped at him when his intentions were so pure and sweet.

"Sorry I snapped at you, I didn't exactly have a good day." I mumbled as I hung my head feeling rather ashamed of myself. I suddenly felt afraid that he would leave me like this, that he would get mad at me for being so hot-tempered. Instead I felt a large hand patting my head.

"Hey, its ok really. I'm here to cheer you up, not to make you more upset ok? He smiled as he gently ruffled my hair. Despite the headache, I found myself smiling at the charming volleyballer who has become such a reliable person in my life. "Well since you are feeling stress why not we go to a café and relax for some tea?"

"Café? You go to cafés?" I giggled at the thought of the manly volleyballer being secretly into cute girly things like cafés and desserts.

"No… But I thought you girls like such stuff," replied Kuroo looking rather unsure now as we walked along the main road.

"For a moment, I thought you are secretly a girl."

"What? Hell no, have you seen these muscles?" smirked Kuroo as he rolled up his sleeves and flexed his arm muscles. Coincidentally two girls walked past and started swooning at his well toned biceps. "Oh my gosh, that guy is so hot," one of the girl whispered to her other friend. I made a point to pretend not to hear them.

"Of course I did, I'll be blind during training camp if I didn't notice." I said plainly but knew I was instantly tricked when he smiled smugly.

"Oho so you were checking me out! But I bet you have not seen my abs yet," he laughed triumphantly as a blush exploded on my face and I started hitting his embarrassedly.

"You shameless idiot!"

"OK! OK! I'm sorry! I'll treat you to whatever you want ok?"

"Eh? But I didn't agree to it yet… I mean I've got a lot of homework," I sighed as ticked off the number of homework in my head. That's about… ten homework due in 4 days including the weekend.

"Feh. Not all of them are due tomorrow right? Since you don't have volleyball today, just take a day off." Seeing I was still about to protest, he added, "Ok I will help you with some of the homework." I thought for a while before nodding my head, pulling him in the direction of my favourite cafe.

Seeing Kuroo fascinated at every little dessert on display would probably be the most hilarious thing ever.

"So this is the macaroon thingy girls always talk about! Why is it so expensive? Oh and that's red velvet. Isn't it just chocolate?" Kuroo enquired as he inspected the cakes displayed behind the glass shelf, plainly unaware of the number of girls gossiping and ogling at his muscular built.

"An oreo cheesecake, a dark chocolate mocha frappe and a hazelnut latte. That will be a total of ¥1500," said the girl at the counter as she tapped at the screen of the cash register.

"Ok," I nodded as I reached into my bag to get my wallet, but was stopped as Kuroo promptly passed some notes to the cashier.

"My treat," he grinned as he ruffled my hair for the second time, before picking up the tray and walking away. My face reddened instantly, suddenly feeling super self-conscious as I waited for the cashier to get the change. Behind me, I could hear the whispers from the other girls and knew that our little drama before has caught the attention of everyone.

"Here's your change, miss. You have a really sweet boyfriend," giggled the cashier dreamily as she passed me the coins. I embarrassingly nodded, before turning away, only to mentally slap myself for nodding. _Did you just stupidly acknowledge him as your boyfriend?_

Kuroo smirked as I sat down, clearly amused at my blushing cheeks and rather pleased with the attention.

"Don't say anything smug or I will punch you," I huffed as I place my bag on the empty seat. He shook his head and silently laughed as he raised his eyebrow at me. I squinted my eyes as he continued to smile smugly. I finally lost control as my pursed lips broke into a smile, shaking my head because I really could not win this charismatic rooster head.

"Ho mar garwd, jish cheesh-ake ish werlly good."

"Don't talk with you mouth full! It is disgusting." I instantly handed him tissue as he wiped the crumbs off the side of his mouth.

"This is going to be my favourite cake flavour!" grinned Kuroo as he took another mouth.

"Wait you never tried oreo cheesecake before?" I said in a shock. Oreo cheesecake has been part of my life since I was in junior high, since mum makes it occasionally for family events or if Keiji was to come over.

He shook his head as he took a sip from his frappe. "Nah, I only get to have cake twice a year. And that's only because it is my birthday and christmas."

"Your mother or sister don't bake?"

"No my mother doesn't, both my parents are busy with work so I rarely even get to see them at home. And no, I don't have a sister. I'm the only child"

I suddenly realised how little I knew about Kuroo's background, his family, his daily school life. It is like I have only seen the tip of the iceberg.

"Isn't it boring at home? I mean even with most of the time spent in school, at training, and studying at home, won't you feel lonely?" Kuroo's face scrunched for an instant, an unfamiliar expression.

"It is, actually. But I've got Kenma I guess," Kuroo considered thoughtfully.

"Ah but that's pretty different from having a sibling I guess. I mean you don't get to go all crazy and silly with each other and have occasional fights…"

"Let's not talk about that already,"Kuroo interjected brushing away the conversation. "What do you need help in?"

I gazed at him in confusion and curiosity but kept my lip sealed as I turned away to pull out my file of work. _Why was he so bothered about talking about his family…_

"This," I passed him my physics notes and notebook heavily tabbed with multi coloured post-its, carefully and systematic highlights filled the pages. The only thing untidy about it would be the questions in carbon scrawled along the sides.

"Newton's Laws eh? Its not that difficult once you grasp it but understanding it would be tricky. Mind if I write on your notebook?" Kuroo asked as he shifted his chair such that he was sitting on my right, a pencil ready in his hand as he frowned in concentration. I shook my head as he started to explain the definition and purpose of the three main laws before going into their detailed principles and uses.

It was dusk by the time I finished scribbling my last answer. I took a deep breath as I dropped my pen and stretched my arms. The setting sun stained the sky a lemonade pink with shades of tangerine clouds doting the wide canvas. I closed my eyes as a soft ray illuminated my face, the sudden realisation that all of my stress and headache has disappeared.

"Units?"

I opened my eyes and looked at Kuroo quizzically.

"You forgot your units again," Kuroo sighed in bemusement as he prodded my forehead with the back of his pen.

"Oh!" I muttered in embarrassment as I looked down to see the lonesome number missing its friend. Sheepishly writing an "N" I smiled contentedly as I arranged my tutorial into a neat stack.

"Thank you for your help Kuroo," I said as I packed my files back into my bag, briefly smiling at him before turning my attention back to my bag.

"You are welcome. Come on, we should head back before it is too crowded. And I am sending you back don't protest," Kuroo added quickly seeing I was almost about to dismiss him.

"Now I feel like I owe you twice," I grumbled under my breath. Secretly however, my heart seemed to leap with joy as I blushed inwardly like a love struck girl.

"You can pay back with two dates with me," Kuroo smirked as he looked expectantly at me. He was of course, not disappointed with my reaction.

"Stop teasing with me already!" I protested as I covered my burning cheeks with my hands only to have my wrists effectively being pulled away from my face.

"HAHA you are so cute when you are blushing," laughed Kuroo as he wrestled with me.

"You are so shameless!" I cried out half-annoyed and half-laughing as I tried to pull my hands away from his iron grip.

"But you enjoy it!"

"I absolutely don't!" I laughed as he continued to half drag me. To any passer-by we would have looked like two idiots flirting. Okay maybe it is partially true but honestly, it was just the provocative king teasing the hell out of me. In the midst of walking down the streets laughing, I suddenly saw Momo, halting a distance away from us, glaring at me.

I instantly tensed up and stopped in my tracks. I instinctively pulled my hands away, silently praying that Kuroo would get the hint, which he unfortunately didn't. With all the strength, I pulled away.

"Hi Momo," I muttered in an audible voice, enough for both Momo and Kuroo to hear.

Kuroo instantly halted his teasings and turned his focus to Momo. "Oh hey Momo! Going home?"

She nodded silently but continued to stare at me. I shifted uneasily under her gaze as she walked past me, deliberately bumping slightly into me, enough for me to know but subtle enough for Kuroo not to tell.

"Whore," she hissed at me before walking off. I turned to glare at her but she showed no emotions as she walked off without caring.

"Hey you ok?" Kuroo asked in concern as my face turned pink, hot tears threatening to spill as the words struck me like daggers.

"Yea I'm fine," I managed to breathe out as I kept my emotions under control. I gave a quick smile to reassure him before nudging him to continue walking.

"Not so friendly is she?"

"Nope, she is usually pretty cold."

"Thats too bad, she seems nice."

_Nice my ass, _I thought bitterly as the words pierced my head like thorns in my scalp.

It was a rather awkward and quiet journey back home on the train. Even as we walked down the streets towards my house, we kept our silence. Clearly Kuroo has gotten the hint that something was not right and was wise enough to remain silent. At least his being was comforting enough.

"Hey," he stopped me suddenly. I blinked up in surprise only to discover I was already at my doorstep.

"Oh! Thank you. Sorry I was thinking of something," I apologised sheepishly, mentally scolding myself for blanking out yet again.

He ruffled my hair, "Go back and rest ok? And sorry about just now I was only joking," he smiled reassuringly, before turning to leave. "Take care, Shiroyama!" With that he left, leaving me in front of my gate, more confused, lost and upset than this morning.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Thank you for all the follows and favourites! o(/^w^/)o I love you guys! But the lack of reviews are a little disheartening... *sobs* Anyways I hope you have fun reading and please review, favourite or follow if you have enjoyed the story thus far or if you have any suggestions:)**

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei!**


	6. Chapter 6

**Chapter 6: Overcast**

"So she called you a whore."

"YES!"

"And you didn't retaliate?" Keiji cocked his head to side, staring at Shion, who was lying on his bed looking at him from upside down.

Shion sighed dramatically, sitting up from her previous position and opted to lean against the wall this time. "How can I do it when Kuroo is there?1"

"You should have confronted her honestly. Calling you a whore is crossing the line"

"What am I going to do about this?" Shion huffed in annoyance as she flipped over again and sprawled on his bed. "Do I honestly look like a whore?"

"Absolutely not. You just happen to befriend with many guys."

Shion stared blankly at him. That is true, people just believe any guy or girl talking happily or closely on the streets are a couple but that may not be true. _Accept for the fact that Idid flirt with Kuroo. But it was all in the name of fun…_

"Just forget about what she say ok aneki? You earn the respect of teachers and liking of guys because of your kind and determined personality," Keiji said as he snatched away his pillow from his bed, which was about to become the victim of her restless rolling.

"You really mean it do you? And you are sure all the other guys think the same?"

"Yes I do mean it. I can vouch for Bokuto, Kuroo and myself. The Fukurodani team too. Honestly, you should be less sensitive towards her remarks."

"Easy for you to say, girls are naturally more emotional and sensitive." She sulked as she sat up, dangling her legs over the side.

"You are a half-guy so you are not suppose to be that sensitive," joked Keiji as he threw the pillow at the pouting girl on his bed. It smacked into her face and plopped onto her lap. Shion glared at him before giving a dangerous grin and the next moment, a pillow fight broke out. Pillows flew across the room, landing on the table in the middle of the room, cleanly sweeping Keiji's books and notes of the table. It lasted a few more minutes before they were both panting, and laughing as they respite on the floor.

"When did your room have so many pillows?"

"Uhhh, my mum got two new pillows in a lucky draw."

"Pillows as a prize for lucky draw?"

"Yea. I know it's weird stop judging me."

Chuckling, she slapped a pillow lightly on Keiji's head. He gave her a 'You seriously want to continue that game' look but didn't bother to react. He just looked in front, focused on something.

"Hey aneki."

"Hmm…"

"Don't you have a lot of homework to catch up on?" Keiji gave her a side glance, secretly chuckling as she leapt up, knocking her shin into the table. After all, the main aim of her coming over almost every night was to be tutored by him. Of course that was what she often claim, however being a smart guy, he was sure the main reason had rarely anything to do with homework help. It was because his parents were rarely at home.

Since young, his parents have rarely been at home, being famous and prestigious doctors, it was already a privilege to see them for just 2 mere hours a day. Often or more, they came home only when he was fast asleep; or they are simply out of town for a week to nearly a month. He was thankful to have the sweetest and kindest neighbours who took care of him like he was part of the family. After all, Shion's mother often treated him like a god-son, if not a son. As for Shion, he is forever grateful for this older sister who is his playmate and first friend. The one who stuck up to him when older boys at the neighbourhood playground bully him. And she was the one who convinced him to pick up volleyball; the sport that he now loves so much. His family and him owed Shion's family so much; and that's why he had grown to become protective of his older sister.

His attention flitted back to reality as saw Shion stumbling and hopping across the room. For a moment she looked as if she had one leg longer than the other. "Ow ow ow! And yes how can I forget. Wait I need help in Chemistry urgh!" Digging out her file, she settled down beside her younger brother and he started to explain the concepts that she wasn't sure about. Chemistry is indeed, the toughest out of all the branches of science. Being mostly on a molecular scale, it was very hard to visualise what those mischievous minute particle were up to.

"Don't you dare fall asleep while I'm talking," sighed Keiji as he tapped Shion's head with his pencil. The rather inattentive student groaned sleepily before removing her head off the table for the fourth time.

"Chemistry is so boring, and so difficult to understand," whined Shion as she doodled angry looking volleyballs on her paper. Keiji rolled his eyes at her childish act but inwardly found it amusing. Yes, she was mature when she wanted to but she was capable of being as lame as any little toddler. Suddenly an idea struck him as of how to teach her the boring topic on "particulate nature of matter" in a more interesting matter. After all, making any analogies with volleyball would always increase her attention span by ten folds. It was worth a try.

To Shion's surprise, she actually did enjoy the lesson all of a sudden. Things somehow made more sense when she could picture the motions of the particles in her mind. Of course, she knew it was part of Keiji's ingenious and sneaky way of piquing her undivided attention. But it worked anyways and she was only feeling awfully grateful for his help. It was around ten at night before she went back to her house to sleep.

"Onee-san! Play with me!" squealed Sou the moment Shion entered the main door. All the volleyball training for years allowed Shion to react fast enough to catch her brother, who had fling himself on her without consideration if she was ready to catch him.

"Still up at this hour?" Shion teased as she swung her younger brother around, and managed to coax out unstoppable fits of laughter from him. The somewhat loud commotion has attracted the attention of Sou's twin sister Seiko, and Shion soon found a koala tightly wrapped around her right leg.

"Ahhh Seiko, you are up too?" Shion smiled as sighed as she put Sou down to give Seiko a hug.

"Why can't we go to Keiji's house to play too?" Seiko asked innocently, her dark chestnut orbs staring back at Shion.

"That's because they are studying and not playing, Seiko," another voice came into the room, which was preceded by a higher pitch, squeakier sound.

"You are not in bed either?!" exclaimed Shion as she saw the youngest of the Shiroyama toddling towards her. "I want to play too!"

"Hi mum! I see you had a tough time here," laughed Shion as she gave Setsuna a teddy bear hug which was gladly returned.

"Oh the usual "I don't want to sleep, I want to play" bout. I tucked them in bed but the moment you entered they all leapt out of bed," her mum sighed as she rubbed her temple.

"Oops sorry," Shion winced guiltily, but her mum just shook it off, laughing as Shion continued to be harassed by her siblings, each wanting to play with her. "Ok, let's play a game. You are all little kittens and I'm the big bad wolf. Now what does the big bad wolf eat?" grinned Shion as pulled away from the trio.

"Kittens!" they chorused attentively.

"Yes, the big bad wolf eats naughty kittens who refused to go to bed!" She smirked slyly and pretended to lunge forward to gobble them up. Squealing and laughing hysterically, they all took off towards their bedroom, leaving her mum and her to pretend to chase them from behind. In a few minutes the light in their room went off and they all fell asleep, satisfied with that little chasing game.

Shion spent another few minutes in kitchen talking to her mum about her day in school before finally retreating back into her room to let her mum rest for the day. Packing her bag for the following day, her eyes travelled to her phone that was charging on the table. The flittering led lights on the screen indicated that she had received a text message. Curious, she left her bag and went to read her message. A faint blush dabbed her cheeks as she saw who it was from.

_I hope you enjoyed today Shiroyama-chan ;) _

_Take care of yourself! Hope to see you soon! _

_Goodnight!_

_- Kuroo ( 09:38 pm )_

_Idiot!_ She thought as she typed a quick 'goodnight' before pouncing on her bed, hiding her face in the pillow. As much as she wished to deny it, she knew that she had a crush on Kuroo, probably since the first day she met him. He was indeed, attractive at first look and after getting to know him for nearly two years, it seems that her attraction have grown from just surface level to his inner self. Although as he was irritating and a A-class provocation master, he was still kind and thoughtful. But for someone who is rather proud, she insisted to bury her feelings at least for now, she convinced herself as she reached out to switch off her night lamp.

It was a Friday morning and despite the lesson being utterly boring, the class seems to be in high spirits. After all, the following day would be a rest day. The long talk with Keiji has improved Shion's mood by loads. Sitting straightly in her chair, she furiously scribbled down notes, highlighting important points and tabbed crucial paragraphs in the notes. Her classmate beside her looked at her in silent amusement; Shion was usually sleeping in class during volleyball seasons, today however, she looked naturally invigorated, so much that it influenced people around to pay attention to teacher's gabble too.

Lessons seemed to pass in a blink of an eye, and it was finally time for volleyball. Walking towards the gym, gray clouds dotted the sky menacingly and filtered the surroundings with a dull halation. Seems like a thunderstorm would be on its way.

Entering the gym, Shion switched on the lights and fans before pulling out the heap of balls nestled in the cloth bag. The net has already been set up so Shion simply did a few tossing and receiving regime as warm up before the rest of her team arrives. By the time the next person, who happened to be Chiyo, arrived, Shion was in the midst of doing serves. The ball flew straight over the next before parabolically curving down, slamming against the floor with a thundering smack.

"Woah! Easy on the floor! I can hear it crying in pain," teased Chiyo as she pulled up her knee guard.

"I never know you can hear floors crying in pain Chiyo," smirked Shion back as she took another ball.

"Hahaha you never know," Chiyo answered while motioning her to toss the ball over. Within minutes, the duo has managed a few practices before the lot entered.

For the entire training, tension between Shion and Momo was so high that even the coach could notice and subtly kept them training at different courts. To the coach's dismay however, the volleyball guys came into the hall to have a joint session at about 10minutes into the training. And hence Shion and Momo had to be on the same court. Of course by changing their rotation, he was able to allow them from having a face to face confrontation, but both teams were in utter disorder as both of them played out of position just to get on the nerves of each other.

During rest time however, it was beyond the coach's control.

"Hey Shion, what happened between you and Momo?" Chiyo asked as they sat down for their water break.

Shion gave a sharp glance at Chiyo before putting down her water bottle. Looking at the menacing clouds painting the sky only made her more sour.

"That girl decided to call me a whore. Just because I hang out with guys."

"Oh come on Shion you know better than to believe what she says-"

"Of course I know but it still hurts ok having to know someone thinks of you that way, she just knows how to badmouth people and think she's all so great. You know what-"

"Shion," Chiyo started warningly but she completely ignored the fact.

"-maybe she is whore herself and she just wants to cover it up." Shion finished before noticing the shadow behind her. She didn't have to turn behind to know who it was. For a moment a wave of regret swept across her for her terrible accusation driven by anguish and impulse. But it was gone as fast as it came.

"What did you just call me bitch?"

"Knows one to call one dear, you are nothing better yourself. So I guess its fair now isn't it? An eye for an eye," Shion stood up and confronted at her. Momo was taller for sure but Shion couldn't careless at the moment. Momo really has to stop with her insults. Chiyo looked at them in panic and braced herself to dive between them to stop our fight if it ever happened. But it didn't happen as Shion turned away and stalked off towards the court. Chiyo meekly looked at Momo before running off to catch up with Shion, of course not before she had noticed the shadowed expression of Momo. That girl was not up to anything good and Chiyo could feel the sinister aura heavily clinging in the air. Something bad was going to happen.

"You better watch out of Momo," Chiyo started but Shion brushed it off, claiming she wanted to focus on the game and not on some lame squabble. It only made her worry even more for her friend.

"… Momo and Shion will be on Team B. Now get to your places."

The game started with a nice service ace from Chiyo, only for her next serve to be received by Akane. As the game proceeded, it became more vicious especially on the side with Shion and Momo. No one was that oblivious to not notice the tension between the two players, even the guys were slightly distracted by the harsh voices and violent movements from their court.

The ball flew over the net with a spike from Shion but was cleanly saved by Akane, sending it back to the team's second setter who tossed it at Tsukiko. In the front line was Shion, Momo and another second year middle blocker. Tsukiko spiked it directly at Shion, who was among the three, the shortest and didn't specialise in blocking. With that in mind, Shion was already prepared to jump. Bunching her muscles, she leapt into the air, extending her arms above the head. Suddenly the image of Kuroo appeared in her mind. The way he leapt confidently near the net with his hands, instead of being directly above his head, was instead outstretched in front of him. The long arms were above the net, his fingers were like the paws of a hunting tiger, stretched out to reach its prey with killing intent. Unconsciously, Shion found herself copying him almost instinctively. Focus, focus, foc-

BAM!

"SHION-CHAN! SHIROYAMA!" The team screamed hysterically as their ace hit against the ground with a force that sent tremors down their spine.

"She's unconscious!" cried Chiyo as she flipped Shion over such that she was now lying on her back. "Shion! Answer me!" The guys and their coach ran over to see the commotion, forming a large crowd surrounding the girls team.

"Move aside, she needs air so don't crowd around her," said the boy's Volleyball captain, Takeshi as he cut through the crowd to kneel beside Chiyo. Grabbing Shion's arm, he flipped it over to feel her pulse. Chiyo stared at him worriedly before heaving in relief as he nodded.

"Someone call an ambulance now! Akane go inform the nurse now! Zaki go inform the teacher-in-charge now!" The coach yelled as dismissed the team to side, before addressing the volleyball captain. "Takeshi, you and Chiyo take her to the infirmary now."

"Ok," they replied. Putting her arm securely around his neck, he slipped his arms beneath her knee and behind the back before picking her up bridal style with some assistance from Chiyo.

"Oh Chiyo!" shouted the coach as they were about to dash out of the hall, "Notify her parents the moment you are at the infirmary." With a nod, the duo exited the hall.

Turning back to face the team, his eyes scanned for a certain individual which he found nearly instantly. Suppressing his anger, he gritted his teeth and contemplated on what he should say.

"Momo, go to my office NOW."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Thank you so much for all your support I really do hope you enjoyed the story this far:) Please favourite, follow or review if you enjoyed :) **

**Disclaimer: Everything except for my Shishiki characters belong to Furudate Haruichi sensei!**


	7. Chapter 7

**Chapter 7: Crow**

Fuzzy images of an unfamiliar white ceiling appeared as I slowly opened her unfocused eyes.

_Where am I?_

Blinking her eyes, the blurry, multiple images formed into a clear one. Flushed white ceilings and walls. Clean white crisp sheets and plain furnitures.

_I must be in a hospital. What happened?_

"It's just the impact that cause her to faint. There is no form of internal injury so you don't have to worry, Mrs Shiroyama." _Internal injury? What did I do?_

"Thank you, Doctor." Shion's mother replied as she opened the door.

"Oh you are awake! I am so relieved my dear," Shion's mother cried in relief as she rushed to my side and embraced her in a tight hug.

"Mum," I called as I gratefully received her hug, probably the only source of warmth in this cold and sterile room. I hate hospitals. "What happened?"

"You were injured while playing volleyball. Your friend knocked into you and you passed out. Thank goodness it is nothing serious. No broken bones, internal wounds or pulled muscles."

"Oh God… Momo," I scowled as I leant back in my pillows. Memory rushed back as I growled irritably. It is always Momo giving me so much trouble.

"Your teacher-in-charge called Momo's parents and I down yesterday, since you are fine I didn't bother pursuing. Of course they were extremely apologetic about it so I guess it won't happen again!" My mum babbled on rather cheerily. Typical of my mum really, she has probably the brightest personality in any room, if it is a just small problem, reduce it to nothing, thats what she often says.

"Yesterday? How long was I out?" I sat up in shock, my sudden lack of awareness of time and day made me panic momentarily.

"A whole night. It's Saturday 7am today. Are you hungry?"

"Definitely! Where's Sou, Seiko and Setsuna anyways?"

"Downstairs in the canteen with Keiji," my mum replied as she picked up a paper bag from the bedside table. Beside lay a few cards and a few stalks of sunflowers, its vibrant yellow inevitably brings a smile to my face.

"Are these from them?" I asked as I reached over to grab the cards. I could instantly recognise Setsuna's handwriting on the top card. Of course she added her flair of artistic talent by drawing her and I picking flowers together in adorable marker strokes.

"The cards are from them and Keiji, but the flowers are from a friend of yours. The guy with the spiky hair who sent you home that time. What's his name again? Ku-something?"

"Kuroo?" I gasped in surprised. Why did he, more like how did he know?!

"Ah yes Kuroo! He came here with Keiji and another of Keiji's friend last night," Mum continued as she picked up the sunflowers and put them in an empty vase. Bet it was Bokuto, I thought silently as I wondered how I wasn't woken by the amount of noise he could potentially make. Of course he wouldn't with Keiji around, since he would kindly drag the boisterous Fukurodani captain out of the room. But really Kuroo came to see me? The same dizzy feeling I had bubbled in my stomach again and a faint blushed dabbed across my face as I busied myself with the cards.

"Onee-san!" yelled three little minks as the flung opened the door and leapt into my bed. I flinched and pulled my legs towards myself, fearing that I would be hospitalised for broken bones. Keiji sighed as he dropped their bags on the chair before helping Setsuna, who was struggling to clamber on the bed.

"Don't kill your sister for real and thanks Keiji you should sit down and rest," Mum teased joking as she passed me my favourite spicy mayonnaise pork onigiri. They are really good and convenient, pop by any Family Mart around Japan and you will definitely be able to buy it.

"I see you guys are still full of energy, were you guys bored waiting for me to wake up?" I reached out to pull Setsuna onto my lap before biting into the onigiri. Nothing better than a delicious onigiri after being out for so many hours.

"YES!" yelled Sou as he excitedly bounced on the bed, earning a scolding from his twin as she rather violently pulled him down to make sure he doesn't knock anyone off the bed.

"I made you the card did you see?"

"Are you better Onee-san?"

"Keiji-kun refused to let me go and play in the garden, he made me do my homework."

"That's cause you haven't finish your homework, stupid."

"Haha Seiko-nee called Sou-nii stupid!"

"I'm not stupid, you are the stupid one."

"Ok ok! That's enough name calling. I saw your card, it is lovely Setsuna, thank you. I'm much better already Seiko. Sou I thought you promised to do your homework when Keiji calls you to." A row of chirping continued from the little three, as they fought, again, to tell me what happened when I was out.

They were interrupted when the doctor came in to check my condition. My mum promptly shooed them off the bed and Keiji instantly herded the three right out of the room to the canteen. Or the garden is Sou managed to convince Keiji.

I was discharged that very afternoon since there was evidently nothing wrong with me. I could barely remember that busy weekend, given that I lost almost half of it and I was being fussed over since my insisted I still need to rest and I should not worry too much about my homework. But as students, we all know about our teachers' rather weirdly unexplainable peeve of making sure we hand in our homework regardless if we have just met an accident a few days before. I mean seriously, they will bug you for homework even more persistently than loan sharks.

It was probably the most awkward apology I ever received when Momo came up to me with the discipline master and volleyball teacher in change standing right behind her. Half the volleyball team was there too, to check if I was ok and more importantly to make sure they didn't miss any further drama. Honestly, I was feeling super embarrassed and quickly muttered an "it's ok" so that I could quickly disappear from the scene. This little drama was soon forgotten as the exams drew a week closer.

For almost the entire reading week, I spent nearly the whole day at Keiji's studying and studying and more studying.

"One more question asking me to integrate a disgustingly complicated function and I will fling myself out of the window I swear." I sighed in frustration as I threw down my pen and rested my head on the table.

"We are on the first floor so there isn't much height for you to fall from." Keiji answered with the seriousness that was totally mismatched to whatever he had said.

"HAHAHA! How can you even manage to say that with such a straight face," I laughed as I sat up and walked to the kitchen.

We were sitting at his dining table since his table was not large enough to contain our stacks of notes. Keiji's house is similar to mine, the front door instantly leads to the spacious joint living and dining room. However unlike mine where my dining room is seated on a raised platform, Keiji's living and dining room is separated by this mini "stream" with stepping stones to get across. Apparently this feature was added for an "authentic Japanese flair with the power to sooth and relax people when seeing it" claims Keiji's mum, "and act as a foot bath" Keiji's dad jokingly adds. But Akaashi forbade anyone from putting their foot in to try ever since Bokuto put his aching foot from volleyball in and later wet the entire floor, effectively pissing Keiji off since he had an extra house keeping job to do for that day.

His kitchen is right behind the dining table, a long granite table used as to separate the wet kitchen from the dry side. His fridge was mostly empty except for some basic staples like milk and eggs for breakfast. After all, most of Keiji's meals were at my place since his parents are mostly or almost always out. Of course he had snacks, cookies and instant drink packets in his stash too, courtesy of my mum, who treats him like her other son. However, his kitchen was better stocked since we were going to be cooking our lunch and dinner for ourselves.

"Do you want coffee, tea, or milo?" I asked as I tore an instant coffee packet and poured the finely grounded powder into a mug.

"Uhm," Keiji looked up from his work momentarily as he paused to think. Coffee, tea, milo, tea, milo? Nah tea. "Green tea would be nice, thank you!"

"No problem," I hummed as I waited for the water to boil. Just as the electric kettle whistled, the door bell rang.

"Your parents are back today?" I looked up surprise, as Keiji walked towards the door.

"Unlikely," Keiji replied, equally surprised at the sudden visitor.

"Please don't let it be Sou playing a prank," I sighed as I carried the two steaming hot mugs to the dining table.

The moment Keiji opened the door, we were greeted with someone blaring out at us.

"AKAASHI!" Keiji flinched and shut the door the moment he saw that it was his noisy, boisterous captain outside his door, waking up the entire neighbourhood. A heavily sullen aura descended on Keiji as he breathed in to calm his nerves. Turning to me with an expression that rivals a millionaire losing all his fortune, he said monotonously, "Now I really do wish it is Sou playing a prank on us." In the background, rapid knocking sounds could be heard from behind the door. I sighed knowing this studying session was going to turn out disastrous already.

Keiji took a deep breath before calmly opening the door. In the most patient tone he could muster, he addressed the troublesome captain of his. Only it wasn't just his annoying captain. He brought his partner captain in crime. His patience snapped instantly.

"What do both of you want?" he sighed irritably.

"Hi Akaashi! We are here to study with you!" they beamed as they sort of cutely showed off their heavy bags brimming with notes. It was amusing no matter how you see it.

Keiji casted a look into the house at me, silently asking if he should let them in, or not so kindly throw them off his lawn. I shrugged in reply, but our wordless conversation was noticed by Kuroo.

"You have someone over?" Kuroo asked. "Is it you girlfriend!" Bokuto excitedly asked, or more like declared as he bent eagerly forward in Keiji's face only to meet Keiji's palm as he not so lightly shoved his captain's face away.

"No, rather it's his annoyed neighbour who came over to get some peace and quiet from her siblings but your arrival meant that this tranquility is over." I replied as I came to the door, chucking my hand on my hips as I sighed. "Hey Kuroo."

"Oh hey! You are here too?" Kuroo grinned but was promptly interrupted as Bokuto bounced in and announced to the world how surprised he is to see me in Keiji's house.

"Less surprised than seeing you here, Bokuto." I answered as Keiji, sighed and locked the door. "Bokuto please take off your shoes or I'll make you mow my lawn."

"Cool! You have a stream in your house?" Kuroo asked as he bent down to inspect it. I sighed as I returned to the table, way too much excitement at 9am in the morning for me to handle.

"Akaashi's dad says it's a foot bath!" Bokuto blabbered excitedly, wanting to sneak a splash only to be dragged away by Keiji, irritatedly insisting his dad was just kidding and then silently cursing his dad for making such a bad joke. As they continued with their little drama as Bokuto still insisted it was a foot bath, Kuroo walked over to the dining table and took the spot beside me.

"Are you better?" He asked, as I hastily shifted my books to make space for him. It took me a while to understand what he was asking. "Oh!" I laughed sheepishly, avoiding any eye contact. "Yes I'm much better already, the doctor said I am fine so I guess all is well!"

"That's great!" he replied as he sat down beside me and pulled out his notes.

"Kuroooooooo! I wanted to sit beside Shiroyama!" Bokuto pouted as he came over. We both looked up at him before, exchanging looks with each other. Which didn't last long as I looked away almost blushing. "First come, first serve bro, if Shiroyama is not here you will be fighting to sit with Akaashi." I laughed at that comment, looking at Keiji shake his head in resignation as he sat down and ignored the troublemaker.

"You can sit on my right, there's plenty of room," I teasing offered as I referred to the empty floor beside me. Kuroo snorted in amusement as the noisy fella sat down in momentary defeat. "Is that green tea? I want some too!" he piped up only to be silenced by Keiji as he gave him a death glare.

_"__Bokuto, one more word and I will throw you out."_

"Can I help? Can I? Can I?" Bokuto asked for probably the hundredth time and the answer still a absolute no.

"I don't trust you in my kitchen," Keiji plainly said as the dejected owl pleaded with him. Shooing him aside, Keiji placed the freshly washed rice into the rice cooker. I looked up from chopping as I scanned through the ingredients we have for our curry rice. Onions, carrots, potatoes, chicken, butter, spices and we forgot about the chicken broth.

"Ack Keiji! We forgot about the chicken broth!" I sighed as I stopped dicing the chicken and looked up at him. He looked surprise for a moment before heading to the fridge and searched for the missing ingredient.

"Ah! here it-" Keiji started as he pulled out the packet of chicken broth, only to laugh sheepishly, "Geh, it has been expired for a month!"

"Hahaha, way to go silly, now you have to walk out the supermarket to buy." I giggled as I continued chopping.

"I volunteer to buy! Please please please!" Bokuto enthusiastically yelled as he hopped towards the door. Only to be held back with Keiji.

"No, you stay here. You will first lose your way and even if you miraculously found your way you will buy everything except the ingredient we need and even if there's an insanely slim chance you bought the right thing, you are gonna lose you way coming back," Keiji retorted with inhumane calmness.

"But-"

"Ok you know what at second thought, come with me, I'm afraid you will tear down my house when you are gone. Let's go and make it quick." Keiji concluded as he dragged Bokuto with him who was happy beyond understandable reason.

"Bye aneki, I'll be quick! Kuroo take care of Shion in the mean time." Keiji instructed as he unlocked the main door.

"Bye Keiji," I started, only to realise that this would mean I would be alone with Kuroo… "Keiji wait!" Too late, the door slammed shut and the door clicked.

Omg this is so awkward, I thought inwardly as I concentrated on cutting the onions. _Stop thinking about it! It's not like you've never been alone with Kuroo before. But that was before you realised you are sort of crushing on him. _

_"_Hey! Can I help you with the onions?" Kuroo offered as he suddenly popped up beside me, which nearly cost me my fingers. Quickly gaining my composure, I shook my head, "Nah it's fine I can manage it. Thanks Kuroo!" I rejected as I smiled at him, only to die a little inside when I realised I was tearing.

"Come on, it's not nice for you to do all the work and look you are tearing already. Go wash your eyes and tend to the boiling pot of water there." Kuroo urged as he took the knife while I wiped my eyes using my sleeves, only to be nudged towards the sink.

"But, the onions-" I started as I washed my hands with soap before cleaning my eyes, only to be interrupted with a semi-exasperated Kuroo.

"Oh come on, your onions will be fine in my care but I can't help with the cooking of chicken, carrots and potatoes," he snorted teasingly as he easily diced the onions. "And my eyes are further from the onions so I won't tear as much," he added mischievously.

"Are you calling me short?" I asked, as I feigned offended, and jokingly raised the wooden spatula at him.

"HAHAHA! Nope! I am merely commenting how I am much taller." He laughed as I rolled my eyes.

"You are such an ass," I laughed as I took the onions he had cut and poured them into the pot to simmer.

"At least I'm a handsome ass," he smirked

"You really have no shame!"

"Hahaha! Ok I do have some shame. I don't randomly flaunt my looks to strangers ok?"

I snorted in disbelief as I strained the water out and prepared the spices for the curry. Silently I was dying to ask what I meant to him. But of course it was never articulated out because of my embarrassment and also because the door opened that instant with the errands boys being back.

"Bro! I saw this crow and it was this huge!" Bokuto excited yelled at Kuroo as he stretched his arms to indicate the size of that certain black bird he saw.

"Dude, you are definitely exaggerating. What kind of crow is larger than a cat?"

"No I'm serious, ask Akaashi!"

"I didn't see it."

"Akaashi how could you!"

"Hahaha! Must have been really small and insignificant if Keiji couldn't see it."

"But Shiroyamaaaaaa, it is really that big," protested Bokuto as we continued to tease him.

"HAHAHA! Ok ok Bokuto it is THAT big, we believe you."

"Yay! Shiroyamaaaaaa!" Bokuto exclaimed happily as he almost threw himself on me, only to be stopped by Keiji who pulled him back and Kuroo who stepped between us.

"Bro, don't randomly throw yourself on girls," chided Kuroo, somewhat jealously, which was left unnoticed by all except Keiji, who frowned a little. _So Kuroo really have feelings for Shion._

_"_Ok ok that's enough of bickering, the curry is done." I said as I stirred the pot of curry before turning off the flames. "Bokuto can you help to clear the table, Keiji bring out the plates please. Kuroo help to scoop the rice when Keiji is done rinsing them."

The warm delicious curry nearly sent everyone into a food coma, excluding Keiji of course, who quickly cleared up the table to get back to his work after all the distractions that had put him off schedule. As for Bokuto, he retired onto the sofa for a while to "rest his stomach" after having eaten more serving than he could actually managed. With Bokuto away, Kuroo casually put his legs on the former's chair, slumping about 6 inches into a snug comfortable position to read his english textbook. As for me, I preoccupied myself with some organic chemistry which to me now feel so foreign after seeing so much numbers in the morning.

About an hour passed before Bokuto got up and decided to continue doing his work in much appreciated silence. Kuroo sat up and removed his legs before nudging me in my arm.

"Hey what does this word mean?" he asked as he pointed to the small prints of the textbook.

"Oh plethora means a large excessive amount of something, so you can interchange it with surplus. So like when there's a surplus of goods you can use a plethora of goods instead."

"Ah I see. Thanks!" Kuroo smiled as we sank back to silence again.

Hours passed and soon vermillion and crimson light rays flood through the windows, dying the white walls a soft warm hue of dusk. Keiji was the first to get up and stretch, before walking to the bathroom.

"Ah this feels good!" sang Bokuto as he rolled onto the ground to stretch around.

"Bro don't get too excited and fall into that stream," warned Kuroo as the Fukurodani captain rolled a little too close to the edge.

"Hey Kuroo, what's wrong with my working, I can't figure where I went wrong," I frowned as I read through my workings for the fifth time.

"Hmm?" Kuroo hummed as he leant over to see, shifting his chair closer. After a moment of silence, he finally got it.

He reached over my back to grab my pencil before proceeding to explain. "Ah you see, this is the original number of moles in the solution, that is the total number of moles after mixing the three solutions. The ratio is different so you cannot simply divide it by three. From the formula here, the ratio is 1:1:2 so the final number of moles of the solution you want is a quarter of the number of moles of the mixture. Do you get what I mean?"

"Ohhhh… Oh right! Yes I do understand now. So from here I must…" I babbled on as I corrected my work proceeding to solve the solution as Kuroo continued to watch and guide.

It was much of a shock for Keiji when he came out of the bathroom to see what he thought was Kuroo hugging Shion. After all, with that arm around her and him bending over closely, they looked like they were rather intimate. Of course his misunderstanding were cleared when he heard the content of their conversation but still their actions made him somewhat… unsettled. It was really weird to see his "sister" in the arms of a close friend of his, the feeling was somewhat indescribable. He somehow felt unexplainably protective and had to suppress the urge of yanking Shion out of Kuroo's arms. _What am I thinking,_ Keiji scolded himself as he walked over, _Shion has the right to dictate her own life. I should not be interfering he concluded._

His thoughts were interrupted by two things, one, when I exclaimed happily upon getting the answer, smiling brilliantly to Kuroo who leant back in his chair beaming smugly and two, when he saw Bokuto's hand reaching into the stream.

"Oh for crying out loud, Bokuto can I beg you NOT to touch that stream anymore. Never ever touch it again!" Keiji cried in utter exasperation as Kuroo and I laughed simultaneously.

And with that the day ended with Bokuto being quickly shooed out with Kuroo right behind. I sighed in relieved as I closed the door, turning to Keiji as he packed up the table. "Well at least it today is more profitable then I expected." I chuckled as Keiji grunted in reply. "Let's go over for our ramen dinner and loosen those kinks in our necks, shall we?" I asked as I helped Keiji with the last stack of notes.

"Sure!" Keiji grinned as picked up his house keys, only to turn to me suddenly, wearing a serious expression.

"I hope Sou is not in the mood to bother me."

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: I'm really sorry for not updating for such a long time. -Inserts many school related excuses-. Also my other hobbies is drawing (you can check out my Tumblr/Deviantart) so it's equally time consuming so I guess my updates will be pretty slow! So sorry yea?:( But I hope you still enjoy this chapter! Have fun!:)_**


End file.
